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Thunder 


"You would have thought," grumbled Markus, easing his way back through the crowd to the corner where his 


companion waited, "that it would have been cooler here, at least" 
Dirk took the proffered beer, and they clinked the bottles together before taking a long draught. 


"Heat wave all over Europe," he shrugged, casting a thoughtful eye across the crowd, "and we're a long way 


inland here." 


"What's that got to do with it?" 


Waving his hands as he launched into his explanation, Dirk began to try and teach Markus the finer points of 
meteorology and how it pertained to heat, eastern Europe in general and the site of this festival in particular. 
Making sure that he put murmurs of agreement in roughly the right place, Markus let his gaze roam across 
the crowded bar. For some reason the festival organisers - or some sadistic cabal of record company execs - 
had put almost all of the bands in the same hotel, a few fans could be seen, making their way through the 
crowd and looking rather stunned to see so many rock stars all in one room. He snorted, and Dirk punched him 


on the shoulder. 

"Are you listening to me?" 

Markus gave a slow smile, turning sleepy blue-grey eyes on his friend. "Nope." 
"Bastard." 


Leaning in to nudge him with his shoulder, Markus inclined his head toward a particularly loud knot of their 


friends, several feet away and almost lost to sight in the sweating, swaying crowd. 

"Watching that." 

Dirk groaned. "Trust Kai..." 

"Maybe he hasn't heard the Japan story?" 

"He isn't telling that one again, is he?" 

Markus laughed. "Looks like it." 

Indeed, Kai had taken advantage of the crowded bar to wedge himself almost under Sascha's arm, pressed 
against him and staring up into the youngster's face as he chattered away, eyes alight and face animated as 
he described an incident in a hotel in Japan. Kai's laughter when the taller man began to bounce up and down - 
in an enthusiastic impersonation of some of the more intense fans they'd encountered out there - rang across 
the bar, and Dirk and Markus exchanged a knowing look 

"He's going to need a stepladder," said Dirk. 

"Definitely," replied Markus with a grin. 

The crowd swayed, shoving them further into their corner. Markus muttered and pressed himself back against 
the wall to allow Andi through to the table he'd squeezed a few of the rest of the band round. Sweat gathered 
in the small of his back, and he wondered how long it would be before it began to drip from the end of his 


nose. He sighed, and shook the already damp curls back from his forehead. 


Dirk narrowed his eyes. 


"Want to get out of here?" 
Markus shrugged. "We could go to my room, jam a little?" 
"Sounds good." 


The two finished their beer and began to wriggle out of the crush, Markus directing a vague wave back at the 
table. Henjo waved back, then turned to Andi with a laugh. 


"You think?" he asked. 
Andi winked. "Absolutely," he said with a grin around his cigar, wiggling his eyebrows. Weiki groaned. 
"Why can't they just try and find a nice girl for a change?" 
Henjo and Andi stared at him for a moment, then collapsed with laughter over the small table. Bottles 
scattered, and even Sascha looked up from his chatter to see what all the fuss was about. Leaning forward - 
and wiping tears of mirth from his eyes - Andi pinched Weiki's cheek gently. 
"We'll try and find you someone nice, Mike." 
He rolled his eyes, and the pair of them dissolved into gales of laughter once more. 

~ Kew 
It was somewhat cooler up in the room, although not by much. And it certainly didn't take long for both men 
to shed their shirts, laughing in the cool breeze that blew through the French windows that Markus had 
propped open. The balcony was small, if beautiful, Dirk wasn't sure he would trust both their weight to the 
delicate-seeming tracery of wrought iron, though. 
They played on, sometimes brushing against each other as they jammed, brief slide of sweaty skin making 
their eyes flash and blood heat, stopping for a cold beer and the chance to watch the other drink, throats 
working on the chill of the liquid as it slid down to quench their thirst. 
After a pause to wipe the sweat away, retune and resettle the basses they began once more, weaving more 
complicated riffs around each other in a storm of inspiration. The room darkened as the day faded, throwing 
the shape of each man into sharp relief, details vanished into the gloom, each individual merging with his 


instrument into an abstract of curve and gleam, movement and sound. 


The music rolled, built to a crescendo of vibration and sound that crashed through their bodies - 


The lights went out. 


Dirk froze. The room was plunged into utter darkness; night had fallen as they jammed, and he hadn't realised. 


The sound of pounding bass strings continued unamplified for a moment until Markus realised that the power 


was out, and then stumbled to an untidy halt. 
"What the fuck..?" came Markus! voice from the black. 


That was when everything around them lit up with an actinic blue-white glow, slicing the edges of every object 
in the room with a hard shriek of light that was gone as soon as the brain had registered it. They both 
flinched when the thunder followed it a heartbeat later; the French windows banged and shook, and Dirk 
imagined that Markus probably felt as foolish as he did at having been startled by what was, after all, just a 
storm. Not entirely unexpected, when you thought about how hot it had been. 


And it must be right overhead, considering how hard on the heels of the next flash the thunder was. 


"Fuck," said Dirk, flinching again when the bone-shaking whipcrack of sound tore into the room. No mere 
thunder, this; it sounded like the fury of the very Gods themselves, and part of him wanted to dive under the 
bed and shiver until the shrieking violence overhead had passed on. Another flash, more thunder carried on the 
sudden sharp breeze to lift and whip the curtains toward them, accompanied by the smell and the sound of 


rain on hard, dried out earth. 


Tiny flare of light in the smothering black between flashes; Markus was waving his lighter around, leaning his 
bass against the dressing table then rushing to the open window to watch the progression of the storm 
across the sky. He laughed, shook sweat soaked curls back to dance across his shoulders, delighted by the feel 


of the cool air whipping across his skin 


Dirk wanted to shout, to warn him to get away from the window. Something deep in his psyche shrieked in 
fear; this storm was primal, swirl of crash and bellow above them of such wild rage that it seemed impossible 


to face it and not be destroyed. 


He took his bass off instead, cursing the reaction inside his mind every time the thunder made his muscles 


twitch, his fingers clench on the smooth wood and biting metal of the neck of the instrument. 


Markus was still cheerful in his defiance of the weather, waving his hands at it as though he were a 
conductor of the orchestra of the now ceaseless flashes and bangs. Lightning streaked across the bottom of 
the clouds, flick of a turn to dive inside and light the heavy rolls purple with electrical discharge. More flashes 
leapt to ground, lines and streaks of fiery death crackling through the rain wet atmosphere. Everything - from 
the air to the tiny hairs on the back of his neck, the whip of the cheap curtains and the race of the heavy 
clouds - was charged, wired with explosive tension. Cool fingers of moisture-heavy air stroked across his head, 


the shaved sides sensitive beyond belief to the ease of the dry heat that had plagued them all for so long. 


Markus had turned, was beckoning him forward; his feet were rooted to the spot, fear holding him back from 


exposing his frail body to the crushing force of the atmosphere outside. 


Markus laughed, came back into the room and grabbed his arm, towed him out to the balcony. His hands were 
wet and hard, cool against the dry heat of Dirk's skin, slick with the rain that relieved the parch of summer. 


"You're not scared are you? Come on, this is fantastic! Just come out here and--" 


His words were lost in the thunderous boom that followed the next flash, the sound loud enough to rock them 
both back on their heels. Dirk's eyes widened, and he tried to baulk; but Markus was bigger and stronger than 
he, and he stood about as much chance of defying him as he did of wishing the storm to silence. 


Now he was actually out here he had to admit that it wasn't as frightening as he thought, no, it was utterly 
terrifying, and he clutched the balcony rail with a death grip. It shuddered with the vibration of the thunder, 
and he was began to wonder if his time had come. It was a very bad storm indeed, and he couldn't for the life 
of him understand why Markus was so damn enthused about it. An iron railing, in the rain, high up on the side 
of a building..? 


A large body pressed itself to his back, the slickness of wet skin causing a shiver that was not entirely 
comprised of fear. Hands held the rail either side of his, and he felt the warm gust of his friend's breath 


tickling with the rain over his ear when he leaned down to whisper: 
"Relax. Just calm down and..feel it..." 


The bang of thunder made him close his eyes and lean back into Markus’ reassuring solidity. Despite being 
partly sheltered by the bulk of the building the rain slapped at his skin, sharp tickle against nerve endings until 
each one jumped with the contact. Wracked with the tiny, delicious shudders and reassured by the warmer 
rumble of laughter at his back - Markus was loving every second of this, bastard - Dirk let himself go, 
opening his mind and his body to the sensation of the storm. 


It poured through him, twist of sheer power waking every sense he had. He could feel it all, from Markus’ 
heartbeat slow and thick through his flesh, his own jumping in fear at every crack of thunder; the tremble of 
the balcony under his feet, the air pressure changing against his skin, push and swirl of atmosphere and 
crackle of ozone, the smells of wet on earth and concrete and Markus. He dropped his head back to rest it on 
Markus‘ shoulder, letting his mouth fall open to breathe the freshness of the night air deep into his lungs, 
drawing the sense of the storm deeper into his body. 


Breath warmed the side of his neck as Markus breathed in the scent of him, sweat and rain coming together 
on the heat of his skin, running in a caress down the channels formed by muscles that trembled with the 
tension of sheer terror. Cold air pinched his nipples to hard peaks just as surely as fingers would have done, 
and his breathing changed to a sigh when he felt a tongue run along his jaw, under his ear, Markus nuzzling 


into him. 


The iron of the railing bit into his hands when he gripped it, the wild abandon of the storm and Markus 


combining to make his balls ache and his cock crowd the front of his wet jeans. 

The next flash was so close he could have sworn he felt it singe past them. That was enough for Dirk; he 
jumped back, forcing his body into Markus and crowding him away from the rail, back through the doors and 
not stopping until the pair of them tumbled to the bed. He rolled them over and tried to get up, still scared 
enough to grumble at Markus’ hoots of laughter. 

‘Its not funny.” 


He found himself pinned to the sheets, the heavier body of his friend a cool pressure against him. Markus 
nibbled at his throat, taking little nips of skin, then soothing the sting away with long, slow licks. 


"Oh, | don't know," murmured Markus, between tastes, "I think it's amusing." 
"Fuck you." 


Dirk felt hands cradle his head, tilting it back into the perfect position for Markus to hover his lips above him, 
the feel of the words spoken against his own. 


"Actually," he said, the sound all but lost in the continuous roar of the tempest, "I was hoping to fuck you.” 
"Maybe | don't do guys." 

"You work with Kai and you don't do guys?" 

"Good point," Dirk laughed, a breathless chuckle lost in the noise that filled the room. 

Markus grinned, and kissed him. 

Dirk arched, pushed his body against Markus’, strove for more contact. The rain, chill when it first fell on 
them, was warming on their bodies; they slid against each other, ran hands along flanks, grabbed hair to pull 
heads back to taste throats. The electricity in the air added urgency to their motions, fingers fumbling with 
the fastenings of their jeans, cocks that ached to be free in the excitement and pulse of the atmosphere. 
Peeling the wet denim from his thighs Markus snorted when he threw them across the room, then dived back 
to help Dirk divest himself of his. Naked, they rolled back together, the thunder rolled through their veins, the 
bass of it pounded in their bodies, demanded satisfaction. Lightning flashed, illuminating them in a series of 


staccato images, monochrome and frozen before the darkness plunged over them both again 


Markus' eyes were dark with lust, in the brief glimpses afforded by the lightning, and there was nothing sleepy 


about his expression now. 


He bit his way down Dirk's chest, curled his strong fingers around his thigh and pulled it up his side, Dirk 


fucking his aching cock against Markus' hip. They rolled and twisted, drove their bodies against each other, 
paused to kiss while they wrestled amidst the crumpled sheets. 


The storm had lit something inside Markus, started some fuse burning that Dirk had never seen before. The 
gentle giant with the dry sense of humour and quiet lust was gone, replaced by this wild creature with the 
fiery eyes that bit at his shoulders, his throat, his nipples; the ink on his skin looked black in the explosive 


flashes of light, re-creating him into some barbarian thing from the woods and not the man Dirk knew at all. 


But it didn't matter. Because by dragging him out into the frenzied air and tumult of the storm he had been 
possessed by the delirium as well, and it roared through his body and demanded that he respond with just as 


much eagerness. 


Markus flipped him over - he'd known he was strong, but the excitement of the night had drawn a strength 
from him that was almost enough to frighten him - and held him against his body, panting and growling, 
friction of the sharpness of his beard stubble on Dirk's skin, reaching out to pull on his hair and arch him into 
his body ever tighter. His weight pressed Dirk down, and he turned his head, Markus' mouth found his own, his 
tongue plunged into his mouth to taste him, feel him. He bucked, feel of hot, heavy cock along the crack of his 
ass, the heat and the pressure of the body that surrounded him forcing him to submit to the kiss and push 
his lips ever harder against Markus’. 


Body writhing, he felt blunt, strong fingers probe at him and pushed back, moaning desperation into the 
demanding mouth. Markus just kissed him harder, grunted with every push of his fingers into him; they 
breathed each other's air, all sense of individuality lost in the crashing noise and light of the thunderstorm 
that leapt around the room, invited in by the swing and beckon of the open windows. 


Markus muttered under his breath - the vibration felt rather than heard - and leaned away for a moment to 
snatch something from the bedside table; before Dirk could twist to complain the heavy body was back, 
knocking him to the bed. Teeth bit at the back of his neck and he found himself bucking like a horse, arching 
his back and groaning aloud. Fire raced along his nerve endings, sweat dripped from him and he let out a roar 


to rival the voice of the storm when cold, lubed fingers found him again. 


He begged, shoved himself back onto Markus, shouting nonsense into the confusion of the blackness. It was - 
somehow -understood, and Markus dragged his body back to crash against him, replacing fingers with the 
blunt head of his cock. A series of quick thrusts and he was in, big hands roaming Dirk's chest to distract him 
from the crushing burn of entry. 


There was nothing gentle about this, nothing loving or slow. Both of them rode the violent passion of the 
storm, crashed their bodies together even as the lightning mounted one last assault on the world outside. Dirk 
spread his thighs even wider, let Markus wrap his arms around his waist and pound against him, face in his 


back to howl against his skin 


A long roll of atmospheric sound that shook them both, a final blinding flash of electricity and it was over, the 


two men collapsing to lie in a sweaty, exhausted heap on the damp covers. 


Banging in the wind that was, even as they panted their exhaustion, beginning to die down the French windows 
reflected the passage of the weather. Lightning still illuminated the sky but it was moving away, the steady 
boom of the rain echoing the bad tempered growl of the thunder. 


"Fuck," murmured Dirk into the skin of Markus’ neck, shifting himself to shelter in the lee of his body. The 


breeze felt cold now, raising goosebumps and making him shiver. 

"Mmm," agreed Markus, and disentangled himself to shamble across the room to shut out the draught. 

Dirk propped himself up on his elbows, his stare taking in the form at the window, fading stormlight painting 
blue-white highlights on his face. He must have felt the pressure of the regard, because he tipped his head to 


gaze back at Dirk, a smile making its slow way across his face. 


"Stay?" he asked, and Dirk nodded. Now that the shriek of the storm had passed he was exhausted, and wanted 
nothing more than to sleep. And if he didn't have to sleep alone, so much the better. 


They shuffled together under the bedclothes, arms and legs and chests finding their way to comfort. Settled 
now, listening to the steady thump of the heartbeat under his ear Dirk watched the patterns of light on the 
wall, the fade of the lightning and the voice of the storm that rolled away, ever further from them. 

He wondered if Kai and Sascha had-- 

"Go to sleep," rumbled a voice under his ear. 

He'd find out in the morning. 

Letting the fading sounds of the night lull him, Dirk sighed. Maybe in the morning... 


He fell asleep. 


~Fin~ 


